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When he appeared he was in mufti. He had with him a man as
small as himself but with broad, very broad, shoulders, swarthy skin,
black eyes, thin hair, and a black moustache which looked ready
at any moment to leap off his face and fly upwards and attach itself
to the ceiling. He stooped as he walked and had extraordinary bow
legs, but I didn't see anything comical in him as he came towards
me by the side of Vlassieff. The impression I got was distinctly the
reverse. There was real distinction about the quick, firm stride with
which he came forward. He fixed his piercing black eyes on mine,
we shook hands, and I trembled a little inwardly. This was a man
among men. While drinks were being ordered and he looked round
the place, I had a chance to examine him more closely. His tunic
was made of the coarsest material, normally used only for a common
soldier's uniform. Only the crossed guns and the stripes in his
epaulets indicated his rank of colonel The St. Ann's ribbon showed
that he had done something of note. I liked him at once. He was my
idea of a soldier-adventurer. From the few words he had spoken I
guessed he was not a Russian, probably a Georgian. When he smiled
he showed strong white teeth and his moustache was sent up with
such a jerk that it surprised one it ever came down again.
Prompted by Vlassieff, I went over again the story of my observa-
tions at Archangel I was beginning to think I must surely have
stumbled on something of importance. Again I had to paint my
word-portrait of Madame M------ and go over step by step my
visits to the Governor and the firms of shippers. The Colonel kept
Ms eyes fixed hard on me during the whole narration. There were
moments when I felt he was more intent on some study of me than
on listening closely to every word I said, and I should have been
embarrassed by this feeling that I was being subjected to an X-ray
examination but for a sudden hero-worshipping liking which I had
conceived for him the moment I saw him and which made me want
to^shine inside, if only I could impress him enough to win his friend-
ship and his favour. But it was hard going, and there were times
when I was about to become hot under the collar and falter under
the scratiny: When these occurred, he would break in with a gentle
question which pulled me sharply round and set me off hot-foot on
the track again, but left me with a queer impression that in the
second's sipping of my equanimity I had revealed myself weak
and naked to him, and that his question was just a courteous way of
putting back the veil on me. But I liked him so much I didn't care
what he knew or saw of me so long as he would like me.
When I had finished aU I had to say, the Colonel turned abruptly
from me wtibout a word and beckoned to a waiter to get him some
cigarettes. Hie interruption jerked me out of the spell under which